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Wait. Are you jealous? 


Author's Notes: 
My first GnR fic! I've been a fan since almost uh 4 years or so??? so yeah, it was about time | wrote 
something about these dorks. Hope you like it, please let me know if you'd like to see more of this or 


something 


Oh btw this works is unbeta'd, sorry for any mistakes! 


Izzy's had enough. 

He felt utterly stressed with the way he was acting. Not to be too harsh on him, but he was being a huge 
baby about it. He tried to talk to him, make him understand his point of view, even tried to show him the 
truth, but Axl had refused and only mumbled something about him being a bad friend. 

Izzy? A bad friend? Please. 


"Well then, be my guest" 


"What do you mean 

"Go ahead and tell me why the fuck you won't believe me." 

Izzy was great when it came to pull Axl out of his own shit. 

Sadly, Axl didn't always want to play that game with Izzy's rules. 

"What the fuck, why should |? Fuck off." 

"Wonderful. At least you know how to combine the word ‘fuck'." 

"Don't sass me, Mr. Look-at-me-Im-the-best-songwriter-in-Guns N' Roses." 

Izzy rolled his eyes so hard Axl even wondered how they didn't fell off their sockets. 

A few weeks back Izzy had been writing some songs with Duff. Axl wondered why, Izzy said he could go to the 
bar with Slash, don't worry, we got everything under control here. Axl said that his beer never had tasted 
that bad before. 

It was a game of pull and push, really. Neither of them either complained, but Axl humpfed every time Izzy 
said he was going out or was doing stuff with the other members even if Axl didn't tag along; and Izzy always 
ignored the fact that his friend's smile would fade as quickly as he said he wasn't going to be with him that 
day. 

If Axl was even ok with it or no, Izzy didn't mind. Why should he worry anyway; after all, Axl was his friend 
and he should know better. He'd never be replaced in Izzy's eyes or heart (now that sounded really cheesy but 
it's true). 

The singer didn't know it that well, though. 

"Axl, for fuck's sake, could you at least look at me?" 

Axl looked at him out of the corner of his eye. 

Izzy snapped. 

"Fine." 


Axl obviously had some sort of ‘angry Izzy’ filter, because he quickly turned his head at him. 


"Wait 


"Yeah?" 
Uh-oh. He didn't expect his voice to sound that desperate. 
"Nothing." 


Both stayed silent for a moment. Axl didn't notice Izzy left until he heard the click of the doorknob being closed 


carefully. 
"That bastard. Again acting like he's sneaking around without my permission" 


The door opened and Axl took a deep breath, ready to throw a tantrum at his childhood friend for being such 


an ass. 
| should have told you to not. Come. Back. You fool" 


"Wow, nice, it sounded as something a five year old would say. | thought your dissing skills were better than 


that, Axl." 

"What the fuck do you want, Steven" 

Not now please. 

Not the sunshine personification. 

Not the guy with the shiny smile and a heart of gold. Not now. 


"I heard you guys fighting, yet again," Steven said marking his last words, "and | thought | should ask if you 


were fine, since it's been happening quite a lot, lately." 
"If that's the case then it's only Izzy's fault, thank you very much." 


"I thought you'd say that," Steven smiled fondly at him and got a little bit closer with short steps, almost 
afraid that Axl would jump at his neck if he made a quick move. 


"Leave me alone." 
"Nah, | won't. | think you really need company.” 
Axl rolled his eyes and stared at the TV he had just turned on, just to mute Steven's advices. 


"Not mine, to be specific." 


"What do you mean?" 


"You only get angry at Izzy when he tells you he'll be going out with any of the guys. You almost throw a 
chair at him when he said he was going to the bar with Slash, if | recall correctly." 


Steven didn't miss the way Axl bit his lip at the mention of Slash. He could see that the redhead was getting 
uncomfortable on his seat. Besides, he looked awfully calm, and it reminded Steven of the calm before the 
storm. He was planning his escape through the window so he wouldn't have to confront Axl's wrath. 

The plan suddenly vanished when he noticed his friend was actually blushing. 

"Wait. Are you jealous?" 

"What? Me? No. No! Are you serious? Me? Axl Rose? | would never-" 

Steven raised his hand, a smile playing on his lips as he spoke. 

"Yeah, yeah, stop rambling. You are so whipped for Izzy." 

"Am not!" 

"So. Fucking. Much." 


"Language," Axl's voice was close to a whisper. 
guag P 


Ok," Steven clasped his hands together, looking way too amused at Axl's situation for his own good. "You are 
going to get a date" 


"You gotta be kidding me now, Popcorn" 

"I'm pretty much serious right now, Billy." 

"Call me that again and | swear l'Il kick your nuts up to your throat: 
"Try me" 


Axl despised his own existence right now. Was he that obvious? He couldn't even sound menacing now that 


Steven was so confident on his own prescription for Axl's love disease. 


"Condoms on me, the rest of the date is up to you. | suggest a small and nice place to listen to some music, 
since Izzy is quite fond of that sort of country aura to everything he does, y'know? Also, try to get some 
fast food. Works like a charm, anytime, anywhere, believe me. And last but not least, go ahead and fucking tell 


him, you're driving us all up the wall” 

"Wait, what?" 

The door opened again, showing some very amused Slash and Duff. 

"God, you finally told him?" Duff almost spat his vodka. 

"Didn't think you had the balls to do it, kid.” 

"Thanks, Slash. Yeah, | finally did. Took him long enough, though." 

"Wait. Fuck. Hold up. You ALL planned this?" 

"Yeah, it was quite difficult to convince Izzy to leave again after all the fuss you've made this week, but after 
showing him that we had no beer left he had no other choice." Slash explained their plan, now proud at the 
results. 

| can't believe it" Axl's head was about to explode. His mouth hung open, and he looked at his band-mates as if 
they were some aliens or some shit. He just didn't recognize them anymore, even less so after this kind of 
plan they had in hands. 

"You need to tell him soon," explained Duff after throwing his empty bottle somewhere between some old 
cushions now decorating the dirty floor of their shared bedroom. "We're honestly tired of being psychiatrists 
for you guys.” 

Axl's mind still hadn't clicked. 

Too much information. 

"Allow me to explain," said Slash tilting his hat, showing Axl a huge grin. "Steven was supposed to finally make 
you see what a fucking blind love struck fucker you've been And Duff and | had to advice Izzy here and there 
as to what was appropriate for a first da-HMPF" 

"Ok, we gotta go now, | think Izzy's on his way back here. Bye buddy!" Duff shoved Steven and Slash out of the 
room, leaving Axl alone with his thoughts yet again, and honestly, they didn't care anymore if it was a bad idea 
(it was) because this shit has been going on for too much now. 


Thank God Izzy finally showed up with 5 six-packs. 


"You idiot you almost ruin it for him," Duff hit Slash on the head. "Learn to control your fucking brain-to- 


mouth filter. You're not even drunk" 


"Yet," corrected Slash, taking the bag of beers from Izzy's hand. 


Steven nodded in agreement and pushed Izzy to their room, where Axl was probably already trying to tear his 
hair out. 


"Izzy, | know this is sudden as fuck, but, can | kiss you?" 

He tried to blink his confusion away but it only made him dizzier than before. 
Was Axl for real? 

"I mean, | wouldn't complain" Izzy said. 

* 

"You know, | bet Axl could go all Romeo and Juliet about Izzy." 


"Slash. You're totally wrong. Izzy is the poet in the band. l'm pretty sure he would write Axl a bunch of songs 
right away after a kiss." 


"Guys. Guys. You're missing the real deal here. They've already." 
Duff and Slash turned to look at Steven way too dramatically. 
"What?" 


| mean," Steven shrugged as if it wasn't a big deal. "What did you think Sweet Child 0° Mine was about?" 


